THE    MEMOIRS    OF
impossible, for never in the memory of any of them had a
working prisoner on Emu Plains obtained a decision against
an overseer, or even got so much as the benefit of a doubt.
To have ridden over Joe added to the marvel, for he was, as
one man put it, 'Able to swear that a white horse was a
chandler's shop., and every hair upon its back a pound of
tallow candles/ rather than be beaten.
Rashleigh slept comfortably that night, as a man had run
away, leaving behind a nook formed of a sheet of bark like a
boxed shelf., which was filled with the inner husks of Indian
corn. He was roused from his first snug sleep since he had
come to the camp by a tremendous hullabaloo of sound
dominated by the noise of beaten tins, which reminded him
of the practice of folk in the homeland when swarming their
bees. In answer to his startled inquiry he was told that the
row was made by a bunch of men who had decided to run
away, and were using this means of beating up recruits for
the bush. It appeared that scarcely a week passed without
some men bolting, preferring the dangerous risks of the
bush to enduring any longer the raw tyranny of overseers,
constables, watchmen, and other petty bullies. Often, he
learnt, these petty officers paid their fellow-convicts to make
a show of escaping, so that they might gain, for recapturing
them, either a monetary reward or a remission of sentence.
It was the rule that anyone who recaptured a runaway
convict could choose between a sum of ten shillings or a
remission of six months' penal servitude. The practice had
consequently become rife for the overseers so to terrify and
torment some poor fellow, breaking his spirit with con-
tinuous hardship and hunger, that he was only too ready
to fall in with their plot if only to gain a few days* respite
from the intolerable conditions which they imposed upon
him.
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